Wolves Against The World 


Author: Greywolf T1 

Bands: Powerwolf 

Characters: Attila Dorn, Charles Greywolf, Matthew Greywolf, Roel van Helden, Falk Maria Schlegel 
Relationships: Charles Greywolf/Matthew Greywolf 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Oct 19 2023 17:55:08 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Prologue € Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Although Matthew and Charles have the same surname they are not related by blood, just by friendship. 


Prologue and Chapter One 

They had been running for what seemed like hours and hours, their breath was ragged, lungs on fire and 
feeling as though they would burst, but still they didn't feel safe from the hunters. The crack of gunfire that 
echoed on in their minds as they had seen their parent's, Alpha's and friends slaughtered in front of their 
eyes would never leave them. Even after several days of running blind through the deep, dark forest that 
stretched for many miles behind and in front of them now, was not enough to distance them from their foe. 
Matthew, the younger of the two, was the first to stumble and fall to his knees on the forest floor, strewn 
with pine needles as it was, he landed with a dull thud and let out a cry that was almost a sob, but not quite. 
| can't," he said gulping in lungful's of air before he could continue the sentence "l.l can't go on Charlie." 
Matthew's body tipped forward, his long copper coloured hair almost sweeping the ground; it waved around his 
slender shoulders as the wind moaned above them in the treetops. Charles sank down beside him, automatically 


reaching for the younger man that he called his brother, to give him support. They were not related at all but 


they had been together all their lives and their parents had shared the duty of bringing up their offspring in 
the pack. It had been a good life, carefree and fun when they were growing up. Matt's Father, who was the 
chief alpha of the pack, had taken them on hunting trips even before they had learned to transform and they 
watched in awe as he skilfully tracked deer, sheep or boar and brought them down effortlessly, killing them 
instantly and bringing home the spoils to keep the families fed. 

Charles's Father was less fortunate, he had been badly injured in a fight when his son was but a tiny cub and 
his spine had no longer worked as it should do, making him clumsy and unable to hunt. He was much older than 
his mate and it had been a miracle when she bore Charles as an heir for the pack. Now that was all just a 
memory, the pack was gone and there was just the two of them left, still trying to find a safe place to rest 
and lick their wounds, both physically and emotionally . 

Finally, Matthew's breathing steadied and he raised his head to look at his brother. 

"Where shall we go now?" he asked, a tremor still evident in his voice. 

"We just get as far away as possible and make a life for ourselves together Matty. We will know the place 
when we find it." 

Charles stood and held his hand out to Matthew, gripping his forearm as Matt gripped his brother's wrist, he 
hauled him upright. Before they resumed their journey Charles encircled the younger man in his arms, 
revelling in the warmth of another body close to his own, but as he did so he felt a dampness against his 
fingertips, pulling his hand away quickly he stared down at the deep red stain that outlined the pads on his 
palm. 

"Why didn't you tell me you were injured?" Charles gazed down into Matthew's amber eyes and then gently 
lifted his brother's shirt to examine the extent of his injuries. 

Matt pushed him back "I'm okay, it's nothing, just a scratch," 

Charles huffed and pulled the younger man close again kissing the top of Matthew's head, breathing in the 
scent that was so familiar to him. 

"When we reach a stream or some running water | will bathe it for you, everything will be fine Matty, it will 
come good for us." 

They parted then and headed further into the forest away from the terrible scene of the massacre that they 
had left behind but would never forget. 

Matthew woke with a start, his heart was hammering in his chest, sweat beaded on his forehead and trickled 
down the back of his neck making him shudder slightly. So many times recently he had woken in this state of 
panic and with a real sense of urgency to run and hide. His eyes flicked around the darkened room. Light 
patterns shifted and danced along the ceiling above him. This wasn't a room, it was the sleeping section of the 
tour bus he realised now his mind was gradually becoming more awake, he also became aware of the various 
odours and sounds emanating from the other members of the band that slept around him. He recognised the 
soft snore, that was almost a purr, coming from the bunk beneath him. Charles was thankfully in a deep state 
of sleep otherwise he would be concerned that his brother was having another one of those vivid dreams. 
Matthew didn't feel like answering questions about what he was currently going through, he didn't understand 
it himself, so how could he explain it to the other band members, all he knew was that these dreams felt so 
real and they left him feeling anxious, nauseous and with a deep sense of longing for the wild that lingered 
within him for many hours after he had awoken. 

After what seemed like a lifetime, Matthew finally fell back into an exhausted sleep. The concert had been 
draining, it was exceedingly hot and with the added heat from the pyros they all felt wiped out, even forgoing 


their usual stop at a nearby hostelry for a few post gig beers. They now only did that on nights when they 
weren't playing consecutive concerts as they had learnt early on in their careers that getting totally wasted 
and then getting back on stage the following night was not a viable option if you wanted to play a perfect set. 
By the time Matthew woke the other band members were either drinking coffee snagged from a Costa 
machine at a petrol station where their roadie Jurgen had stopped to refuel or in Charles's case, just emerging 
from the shower with a towel wrapped around his waist and his hair dripping water as he ambled back to the 
locker on the opposite side of the bus to his bunk 

When Charles saw Matthew bleary eyed and trying to drag himself upright in his bunk, he shook himself like a 
demented puppy so that droplets of water showered his friend and with a demonic look on his face he threw 
the soaking towel over Matthew's head. 

"Du arschloch! Warum hast du das getan?" ( You arsehole, why did you do that?") Matthew grumbled, peeling 
the soaking towel away from his head and throwing it at Charles's retreating back. 

"Meine kleine Bruder ist murrisch," (My little Brother is grumpy) Charles remarked as he pulled on jeans, 
screwing up his face in a mock scowl as Falk turned to see what the fuss was all about. 

Mornings were like this on the tour bus, no privacy, no gentle awakening it was always full on as one or 
several band members strove to shower, dress, eat breakfast and seemingly make as much noise as possible. 
Matthew wasn't usually a person to stay morose for long but Charles had noticed several times recently that 
he had a troubled look in his eyes sometimes, especially this time in the morning when he first woke. 

"Hey, you okay?" The older man said as he sank down onto the side of his Brother's bunk. 

Matthew didn't reply at first, he seemed to be getting his thoughts in order, carefully finding words that he 
felt he needed to say. 

‘Of course, why wouldn't | be?" There was still an edge to his voice that Charles found hard to identify, it was 
part annoyance but part on the emotional side too. 

"Have you been having dreams again?" 

Matthew huffed and pushed back the quilt, wriggling out from under the weight of Charles's body that pinned 
him in on the outer side of the bunk and grabbing the towelling bathrobe to pull on. 

"Don't run away from me Matty, | know when there's something wrong, you don't have to deal with stuff on 
your own. Remember that we vowed to be there for each other no matter what, so if you're bugged by 
something it's better to chat about it, just you and me okay?" 

Charles grabbed Matthew's wrist to restrain him from retreating into the shower but the pleading look in his 
brother's amber eyes, still vaguely outlined by black liner, told him now wasn't the time. 

"Maybe later," Matt sighed and shook off the loose grip on his wrist "I need to pee and shower now." 

Charles let him go, realising that this would get him nowhere, he shrugged into a black sleeveless tee and 
headed forward to where the others had now gathered over coffee. He would get Matt alone later and find out 
why he was so troubled but he believed that he already knew. 

Arriving in Stockholm for their show that night, Matthew actively avoiding being alone with Charles, instead he 
joined Attila and Falk who were sitting quietly in the lounge of the hotel where they were to spend that night. 
Both men looked up as Matthew appeared beside them and then dropped into one of the plush, burgundy 
armchairs. 

"Where's Charlie then?" Attila queried, finding it distinctly obvious that something was wrong if the two 
guitarists weren't together. 

Matthew shrugged, his eyes lowered so that he couldn't make eye contact with either of his band mates. He 
looked exhausted as though he hadn't slept for several days Attila observed and a niggle of worry crept into 


his mind. Matts artistic nature often got the upper hand, especially when there was a new album starting to 
take root in his thoughts. He was a perfectionist and until he got everything exactly right he couldn't rest. 
Just as the singer was about to question the auburn haired guitarist in depth, Charles appeared beside them. 
"Matt, | need your help with tuning, can you come and give me a hand please?" 

Matthew still didn't raise his eyes but he did get up from the chair and follow his brother to the room they 
had secured for rehearsing. The guitars were set up with a small amp and Roel's practice drum kit was there 
but the drummer was nowhere to be seen 

"OK, was stimmt nicht mit dir?" (Ok, what's wrong with you?) 

Charles stood in front of Matthew, he was heavier set and a few inches taller than the younger man and when 
he was annoyed, he could appear quite intimidating although in reality he was a gentle soul. 

"Nichts, ich bin perfekt," (Nothing I'm perfect) 

"Huh," Charles sighed loudly "You can't fool me little brother, | know you've been having those dreams again and 
do you know how | know?" Matthew shook his head "Because I've been having them too!" 

At first the words didn't sink in to Matthew's fogged brain but then his head shot up and for the first time 
that day he looked directly into Charles's calm blue eyes. 

"Wha.?" he shook his head as though trying to clear his mind, his auburn waves falling forward over his 
shoulders " What..l mean how can you be having my dreams?" 

"Because they're not just your dreams, they include me don't they?" 

"Yeah..yes they include you, everything | do includes you," Matt replied, his voice softening as he reached out 
and absent mindedly trailed the calloused fingers of his left hand over the lines of his brother's tattooed arm. 
"Well, we seem to be intrinsically tied together in a mutual dream, which in a way isn't a surprise as we are 
Totally in tune with each others thoughts." 

Matthew seemed to relax, his shoulders that had been hunched almost up to his ears now visibly slumped and 
he closed his eyes momentarily and almost looked as though he whispered a prayer. 

"What is happening to us Charlie?" Matthew asked after he'd gathered his thoughts for a few minutes "This 
dream is so real, when | wake | feel a sense of loss almost, it's like nothing I've ever known, there is another 
part to myself that is still within me when | come back to this world." 

‘| understand, | feel it too, as though we belong in that world, the world where we transform into wolf form, 
the world where | love you in a whole different way to how | love you now." Charles turned away as though to 
talk about this other part of himself was too painful but they were both brought abruptly back to the 
present when Roel came into the room and headed for his practice drum kit. 

"Can we have a run through of Blessed and Possessed one more time, | need to get the pace right?" Roel 
inquired. 

Matthew nodded and Charles followed suit, both picked up their black Flying V guitars, plugged into the amp and 
counted in. The action brought them solidly back into the present, dreams pushed to the back of their minds 
until night set in when maybe they would be transported into the parallel dimension that they seemed to be 
drawn in to. 


Chapter Two 


"Vielen danke Stockholm," Attila bowed low and reached for Falk's hand as the crowd screamed their 


appreciation of Powerwolt's set. 


Matthew and Charles stood atop the steps at the rear of the stage, arms around each others shoulders, 
opposite arms extended in their customary stance at the end of a show. Roel leaned forward over his drum 
kit, beaming mightily at the fans. It had been a good one, their success gathering momentum as each album 
was released, far beyond their expectations. They all felt that they were just ordinary guys, with ordinary 
backgrounds and home lives, but when they were up there in front of thousands of fans who loved what they 


played it elevated them to heights they had only dreamt about when they were just starting out. 


It took a while for the high to wear off. Make up removed and showered then lounging back in the hotel bar 
they dissected their performance. Matthew was the perfectionist, always striving for llO% of himself, there 
wasn't a performance that went by that he didn't admonish himself for missing a note or thinking his timing 


was slightly off. 


Charles cuffed his friend around the ear playfully "Alles gut," (all is good) he said gently, knowing how much 
Matthew worried away at everything and watched as he saw the wry smile quirk across the redheads lips. 


Attila and Falk cracked open beers as they settled into the plush chairs and then handed one each to the 
Greywolf brothers, Roel preferring strong, dark coffee at that moment, had one brought to him on a tray 
from the bar. It was time to relax and unwind without the usual drum of wheels on the road. It was nearing 
3am and eventually Roel bid goodnight to his band mates and headed for his room. Attila would almost 
inevitably fall asleep on the couch, he always claimed not to need his bed but the other three grinned as they 
watched his head droop and he slumped slowly sideways onto the faux leather armrest. Falk propped a hoodie 
under Atilla's head so that his neck wasn't crooked at such an acute angle, then headed off to bed himself, 


knowing that the singer would wake some time later and make his own way upstairs. 


"More beer?" Matthew asked, cracking another can open for himself and holding out the same to Charles, the 
older man shook his head "Nah, I'll be peeing all night,” he said, refusing the offering "I'm turning in" 


"Charlie?" Matthew caught his arm as his friend walked between the two couches "Will it happen again tonight 
do you think?" 


Charles peered down into his brother's deep amber eyes that appeared huge in the ambient lighting. 
"To be honest Matty | don't know but if you need me in the night you know I'm here and we can do this 


together." Charles patted his friend on the shoulder and then squeezed gently before releasing his fingers and 
heading for the elevator. 


Matthew sat for a while after Charles had departed, listening to Attila's breathing and occasional snore. They 
were the only two people left in the lounge area now and the whole building seemed to have settled into silence. 
Part of him wanted to be able to go to bed and sleep undisturbed but the other part of him wanted to go 
back into the place where his inner wolf lay dormant no more, where he wandered the deep, darkness of the 
forest with the scent of deer or boar in his nostrils and the companionship of his mate close beside him, it 


was then that he seemed to feel fully alive. 


Matthew shook himself for thinking ridiculous thoughts, he knew it was just a dream but then why was 
Charles involved too and why did it have this inexplicable realness to it. If it was just him that was going 
through this he would think that maybe he was driving himself too hard, he had the tendency to push himself 
probably more than he should. He suffered from insomnia when he was writing, arranging or completing 
artwork for the albums, he knew he was guilty of it but it was his nature to doubt that what he did was good 
- more than good according to his band mates. Now though it was performing, the part they all enjoyed most 
of all, so apart from analysing his own performance, he wasn't under pressure to do anything else. Sighing 
audibly he got up from the seat and made his way to the hotel room where he undressed and some minutes 
later when ablutions were accomplished, he fell into the bed adjacent to Charles's and within seconds of his 


head touching the pillow he sank into oblivion 


Darkness came quickly in the forest, the night sounds seemed amplified because of the denseness of the trees, 
the scent of pine hung heavily in the air. Charles called a halt when they came upon a trickling stream under 
the canopy of branches. The water appeared to be clear and clean and the older man knelt down on the bank 


and scooped up a palmful of the liquid and held it to his lips, drinking tentatively at first but then thirstily. 


"Its good," Charles said, wiping the back of his hand across his mouth, then pulling Matthew down beside him 


"Drink and then | will clean your wound." 


Matthew was grateful for the chance to rest and after drinking for several minutes, he splashed the cool 


water over his face and neck, his whole body ached and fatigue swept over him in a wave. 

"Can we pause here a while?" he asked his brother. 

"Maybe for an hour or so but we are still not far enough away for my liking." 

Matthew sighed, he could feel his eyelids starting to droop, everything seemed to be fading out around him 
and Charles, seeing his brother's body sagging, put his arm around the slender shoulders and lowered him 
backwards until Matt's head was resting in his lap. Large, calloused fingers ran through Matthew's hair, 
massaging his scalp and circling at the nape of his neck, it was soothing, like something his Mother would have 


done when he was a child. 


"Sleep for a while and then | will bathe the wound" 


Charles bent over him and kissed Matthew gently on the lips, a slight fire kindled in his belly but he was too 
exhausted to respond to it. The world faded and he sank into a deep sleep. Charles tried to stay alert, flashes 
of what had happened to their families vividly played in front of his eyes, so much so that he was afraid to 
close them lest the images became too real. Even now he still had screams ringing in his ears and the iron 
tang of blood in his nostrils. 


Matthew was all Charles had now but they would survive together, his fingers were still entangled in the thick 
softness of his friend's russet coloured hair. Charles always thought it looked like the leaves in autumn, a deep 
rich red that contrasted with the paleness of Matt's skin. Involuntarily his fingers traced the light dusting of 
freckles beneath the closed eyelids, Matthew twitched slightly in his sleep at the touch but settled again 


almost immediately, his breath like a soft breeze against Charles's hand. 


Charles couldn't even remember a time when he didn't love Matthew. They had been together since they were 
children and Charles, being two years older than Matthew, had always assumed the role of protector, not that 
Matt couldn't stand up for himself, he would always give as good as he got in childhood squabbles but he had 


that vulnerable appearance and those huge eyes that somehow looked lost in any worldly matters. 


As they grew up they spent more and more time together, earning the Greywolf brothers nickname from pack 
members. Learning hunting skills and going through the early struggles of shapeshifting brought them even 
closer. Matthew was really too young when his first transformation happened, he was out with his father who 
was teaching him to track a boar when he got the scent so strongly in his nostrils that he felt his whole body 
go ridged, his bones started to elongate and his muscles stretched agorisingly as he turned into wolf. 
Matthew's father was shocked and so was Charles when he greeted his friend returning from the hunt that 
day, it was a day neither of them would forget for more than one reason. That night they had become one for 


the first time, Charles felt his face flush at the thought. 


Charles shook himself out of the reverie of the past, time was ticking and they should be moving again soon, 
putting more distance between the destroyers of their families and den. There was no doubt in his mind that 
they would be pursued, they had to be wary and travel far enough away that they would never be found. 
Certain death awaited them if they were caught. 


Charles leant over Matthew's somnolent body and ran the back of his hand over his brother's cheek 
"Aufwachen," (Wake up) Charles said softly and watched as his brother gradually came back to his senses. 


Matthew sat up slowly, wincing slightly as he did so, Charles relinquished the hold he had on him and reached 
for a piece of his shirt that he had ripped from the bottom edge, ready to bathe the wound on his brother's 
side. Lifting the soft woven fabric of Matthew's tunic, Charles's examined the wound carefully, then soaked the 
cloth in the stream for a few seconds to dampen it completely before applying it to the jagged cut. Thankfully 
it wasn't deep but the edges were uneven. 


It was just a piece of sharp wood that was protruding from the barn window ledge, | got snagged on it as we 


fled," Matthew explained. 


Their escape had been chaotic, fleeing from fire all around them, seeing their parents beaten and perish, 
engulfed in flames. Their pack was being destroyed in front of their eyes whilst they clung to each other, 
helpless to do anything but watch and try and save themselves. If they hadn't been in the hayloft of the barn 
a short distance away from the main den, they would surely have been killed instantly but as the fire took a 
hold of the wooden structure they escaped through the upper window of the abandoned building. It had been 
their secret place Charles remembered, the place where they had consummated their love for each other 


both as wolf and as young men. 


Matthew woke abruptly with the stench of acrid smoke in his nose, his eyes watered and his heart was 
beating rapidly in his chest. At first he couldn't gather his thoughts, he had no idea where he was but It was 
only for a few split seconds, then he knew that he was in the hotel room and glancing across he saw the 


outline of Charles sitting bolt upright in the next bed a few feet away from him. 
"Charlie?" Matt's voice was questing, uncertain, as he searched for an answer. 
| don't know Matty, | really don't know." 


All that he did know was that this other life seemed so real and that the love he had felt for Matthew all 
these years was deeply rooted within it. 


Chapter Three 


The drive from Stockholm to the band's next concert in Gothenburg took around five hours. After breakfasting 
at the hotel they loaded their personal belongings and climbed onboard the tour bus. They just had three more 
concerts to complete and then they were having a few days off before going into Charles's own Studio 
Greywolf to start writing and laying down a demo for the next aloum. Matthew was excited about this as he 
loved creating new songs and already had little snatches of riffs going through his head, he also enjoyed 
thinking up titles for the songs and designing the album cover and sleeve, it was what he excelled at and it 


drew him in so much that he completely forgot to eat or sleep at times. 


Attila, Falk and Roel would join in the creative procedure once the main theme and story started to take shape. 


It had worked well this way with previous albums, so there was no reason to change the format. 


As they all lived within a few miles of each other when they were at home, they could meet up easily to 
discuss lyrics and arrangements. Matthew always had the main outlines for the songs before the others added 


their own individuality to each part and between him and Charles a new album would start to take shape quite 


quickly. 


In the meantime the Gothenburg concert went down a storm and as the band all took their customary bow at 
the end of the show and then Charles and Matthew made their way up the steps, Matthew stumbled and 
started to fall backwards off the riser. At first Charles was unaware of what was happening but above the 
roar of the crowd he detected Falk's frantic shouts. 


"Charlie..Charles, fucks sake, Matt...!" 


Charles turned rapidly and instinct took over as he saw his brother flailing and reaching out into thin air for 
support that wasn't there. Descending the few steps that separated them, Charles reached out and fisted the 
back of Matthew's shirt which was the best he could do for now. The act halted the guitarist momentarily 
but his foot slipped off the side of the step and he dragged Charles with him as he tumbled off the edge and 
onto the stage, they both hit the boards with an audible grunt. Winded and inert for a few moments, Charles 
soon gathered himself together as a hush descended on the crowd, Matthew however didn't stir. It wasn't a 
great height to fall but the impact was still quite significant on the hard surface. 


"Matt?" Charles gently stroked the hair back from his friend's face, finding a small trickle of blood from a split 
on the guitarists forehead with a darkening area of bruising around it. It was only superficial but could be 


enough to have rendered the redhead unconscious. 


Attila, Falk and Roel had now gathered around their friend and several of the road crew wore concerned 


expressions as well. 


"What happened?" Charles asked looking at Falk for answer. 


The keyboardist shrugged "| just saw him stumble and his eyes seemed to roll back in his head as though he 


was going into a faint.” 


Attila stepped back as several security guards and medically trained staff swarmed onto the stage. The crowd 
were murmuring but Falk noticed that they were being directed out of the building now, reluctantly they 
allowed themselves to be herded towards the exits. 


"How is he?" Charles enquired of the Swedish medics. 
"Erratic heartbeat, low blood pressure," the nearest medic replied "We need to get him stabilised." 
Attila gently pulled Charles away from his brother "Let them do their job Charlie, they'll soon have him right" 


"But | don't understand what happened, he was fine, he was." Charles shook his head, his thick mane of gold 
brown hair flying out around his face "He was more than fine" He finished, confusion written plainly across his 


face. 


"These things happen, maybe he's just tired eh?" Roel considered but Charles didn’t believe that at all, he had 
no answer for why Matthew had suddenly collapsed but he hoped it had nothing to do with the dream, or 
whatever it was they had been going through most nights. 


Getting Matthew reasonably stabilised before an ambulance transported him to hospital took quite some time. 
It was early morning before the rest of the band were able to get any answers from the staff. Dr's and 
nurses had been in and out of their friend's room but none of them had wanted to give them permission to 
see Matthew or any reason why this had happened to him. It seemed that he had a mild concussion from the 
fall, bruising to his ribs and the small cut on his forehead but they were still having trouble stabilising his 


heart rate and blood pressure. 
Finally around 4.30am the on duty Dr came into the waiting room and faced the four anxious men before him. 


"Gentlemen," he addressed them "One of you may visit Mr Greywolf for a few minutes but | stress, only one 
and only a few minutes, he needs rest and is still not fully conscious, he has been given sedation and electric 


shot therapy to help his heart rate to return to its normal rhythm so will be very drowsy and disoriented” 


Charles stood up immediately and none of the others moved to stop him, it was his brother, his true friend 
that needed him and they would wait their turn to visit Matthew when he was up to seeing them. 


As Charles entered the stark, white, hospital room his stomach did flips, everything about places like this gave 
him a feeling of dread, the smell of disinfectant and various other odours stung his nostrils. His first glimpse 
of Matt lying in crisp white sheets, his auburn hair tied back with what appeared to be a strip of bandage 
made his guts clench, he felt mildly nauseous. He approached the bed slowly and just stood a few feet away 
from it at first, he listened to the beep of the machine that was obviously monitoring Matthew's heartbeat, it 


was regular for a few seconds then seemed to gallop then steady again. Gathering courage, Charles stepped 


forward and rested his fingers tentatively on Matts left forearm. The monitor's rhythm sped up momentarily, 
seemingly in response to the touch, then settled again. 


‘Matty, its me," Charles said softly "We're all here and worried about you. We want you back with us." 


At first there was nothing, no flicker of recognition on the pale features but after what seemed like a lifetime, 
Matt's eyelids fluttered, the dark lashes brushing his freckled cheekbones, then his eyes slowly opened staring 
up into his brother's face. Charles gasped reflexively as he saw not Matthew's usual deep amber eyes but 
those of an animal caught in the beam of headlights, glowing red. He jumped back startled by the sight but as 
Matthew called his name and reached out for him he realised that the red had faded and the warm amber 


orbs were back again. 
"Matty," Charles breathed "Where were you? What happened?" 
"Far away with the pack in the hunting grounds," Matthew answered softly "Where we belong." 


Charles suspected that this could be the explanation that he was dreading to hear, was their normal life now 
being intermingled with their dream life? What was their real life? His mind reeled with so many possibilities. 
Why had Matthew experienced this and not him? Charles didn't want to tire Matthew by quizzing him about 
the experience he'd been through, it could wait for another time when he was more aware of himself. He just 
threaded his fingers through his brother's and gently ran his thumb back and forth over the back of his hand 
in a soothing rhythm. He felt Matthew relax and his eyes closed slowly, blinking several times until he seemed 
to be sleeping again. At that moment the Dr came into the room. 


‘lm sorry but Mr Greywolf needs his rest now, you can come back later in the day when we might have 


some more answers as to why this episode has occurred." 


With a wave of his hand in dismissal the Dr ushered Charles out of the room, before the door closed he 
glanced back at his friend who still had his eyes tight shut and had maybe gone back into the life that he 
seemed to be gradually being drawn into. Charles feared that he might be losing his brother, his friend, his 
mate in another dimension, he knew that he couldn't let this happen but had no idea how to stop Matthew 


from descending further into his dream life. 


Chapter Four 


When Matthew was discharged from hospital two days after the incident in Gothenburg he was told, in no 
uncertain manner, that he must rest. Although his heart rate had settled and his blood pressure normal again 
the Dr informed him that any exertion over the next few days could cause the palpitations to return and the 
blood pressure to drop rapidly. Frustrated and angry with himself, he agreed not to play the last two concerts 
of the tour, Markus Pohl, the bands long term friend and competent guitarist, would stand in for him. Charles 
was anxious and disappointed all at once, he knew that the Dr was right but this would be the last chance for 
them to play together onstage for a few months. He would miss Matthew's presence and his off stage 


company. 


Matthew returned home to his apartment in Saarbrucken exhausted and lonely. He always set very high 
standards for himself and the thought of not being with the other members of the band to complete the tour 
left him feeling low of mood and admonishing himself for being weak willed He should have defied the medics 
and just got back on stage he told himself. Deep down inside he knew that none of the band members would 
have allowed him to do that of course, especially Charles, who was always playing the big brother and being 
overly protective of him. Matthew smiled to himself as he remembered numerous occasions when Charlie had 


stepped in and taken charge of situations that he deemed were too much for Matt to handle. 


At first it was easy to just rest back on the comfy old couch Matthew had acquired years ago from a 
secondhand furniture shop and just drift. His body obviously needed to rest and recuperate despite all the 
determination he had not to give in to exhaustion but over the next few days he found that if he sat down 
for a few minutes after completing menial tasks, he woke up several hours later wondering how that time had 
vanished. He also realised that he hadn't had any further dips into what he referred to in his mind as his 
second life. Why was that? Matthew puzzled over it for a few minutes and the only thing that seemed to be a 
contributing factor was that he was apart from his band mates and especially Charles. He wondered whether 
his brother had experienced anything since they had been apart, they had talked on the phone several times 
but the subject hadn't arisen It was the last night of the tour, then the guys would all be back home again in 
the early hours of the morning. 


Charles would come straight to visit Matthew before going home to his wife, Matt knew that without a doubt. 
Thinking about his brother going back to Ellen set up a niggle of something he'd never felt before and tried not 
to acknowledge as jealousy. Matthew shook his head, his wild red hair flying out around his shoulders, it was 
stupid to think like that, they had all been friends a long time and Ellen was sort of like a sister to Matt. It had 
been inevitable from the start that Charlie would marry her and Matthew was happy for them until now..unti 
the dreams had started..until Charles had made love to him in those dreams. 


Matthew shivered and felt a spike of arousal run through him, he let his mind wander, remembering the feel 
of Charlie's large hands on his body, the touch of his lips against his; their tongues entwined and then, in 
contrast, the rough and primal mating where Charles in wolf-form gripped the scruff of his neck with his 
fangs as he mounted him. The phone rang then, Matthew visibly jumped and it shook him out of his reverie 
and back to the very real world. 


"Scheibel" (Shit!) He grunted and hauled himself off the couch, reaching for the mobile before it went to 


voicemail. 
‘Matthew, liebling, we have just heard about your accident, why didn’t you tell us. How are you mein Sohn?" 


"lim fine Mama, don't fuss," Matthew sank back down onto the couch, he knew this wasn't going to be a five 
minute call, his Mother would want to know every little detail about his stay in hospital and to be honest he 
didn't feel up to answering endless questions. She would want him to go to the family home and stay with 
them, he just knew it and he certainly couldn't face being treated like a two year old, even though it would be 


rice to be pampered for a while, he was 29 for fucks sake! 


After several minutes of his Mother rambling on about how he didn't look after himself, he was too thin, he 
wasn't eating properly and so on and so on, he heaved a huge sigh and then took a deep breath in 


"Mama l'm ok, Charles will be back tonight and he'll be here if | need him, now I'm going to go - tschüss," and 
before he could change his mind or his Mother could launch into another string of reasons why he should 


return home, he rapidly pressed the phone off, replacing it on the casual table beside the couch. 


Resting back Matthew closed his eyes, he was experiencing waves of exhaustion that swept over him 
unexpectedly which he guessed was still a symptom of the concussion and right now it had sapped his strength 
completely. The old, lumpy couch was still comfortable enough to lull him into a deep sleep and for the first 
time since he had returned home he was back in his woodland home. 


It was a cold, dark night in the forest, the moon had a halo circling it, casting an eerie light between the trees 
and there was a rime frost in the air. Matthew felt the cold spike of it clinging to his deep red fur; he shook 
himself violently to get rid of the icy fingers that seemed to penetrate deep down to his skin. It had been cool 
but clear when Charles and Matthew had set out to hunt that night but as the hours went on a fog had 
descended bringing with it a bone deep chill and then the icy crystals that decorated each leaf and blade of 


grass. 


Charles's warmth came closer to Matthew's body as they padded together, almost touching, through the area 
densely populated with pine trees. Nothing seemed to be moving that night, not even a rabbit or wood mouse. 
They were both hungry and Charles's stomach was audibly grumbling in anticipation of food. Suddenly a wild 
boar catapulted from the golden fronds of bracken and instinctively both wolves gave chase. The boar was 
agile and dodged back and forth through the tree trunks, leading the two on a rapid chase but as they entered 
a clearing the two wolves split onto different tracks and as the boar kept eyes on Matthew, Charles came 
from behind, hurling the whole weight of his muscled body onto the startled animal, bringing it down quickly 
and gripping its throat, compressing the windpipe until it struggled no more. 


For a few minutes both wolves lay in the soft pine needles scattered deeply on the forest floor, sides heaving 
and gulping in air, then Charles stood and dragged the boar into the undergrowth, where no other predator 


would follow them. He would only share with his pack brother, no-one else. 


Sometime later, when they had both had their fill, they lay together under a thick covering of bracken and a 
fallen tree, the branches providing shelter and cover. Charles lazily nuzzled Matthew's neck, his rough tongue 
licking his brother's face and the inside of his ear. Matthew reciprocated, tasting the blood and flesh of the 
boar still lingering on Charles's fur, it was good to rest and they both had full bellies for a change, it seemed 
like forever that they had been fleeing from the hunters who had killed their families and pack siblings. 


After several moments of licking and rolling over with each other playfully in their makeshift den, Charles's 
nips and soft growls became more urgent. Matthew nuzzled his brother's broad neck and muzzle and their 
bodies responded with the primal need that they had both felt before. The play fight carried on for a few 
minutes more until Charles snarled and bared his teeth, showing who was the alpha and that he should be 
obeyed. Matthew's body responded instinctively and when Charles mounted him he submitted without 
hesitation, it felt good to be dominated by the powerful, muscled wolf and although the coupling was fierce, it 
was also loving and deeply satisfying. 


"Matthew..Matt..Matty?" 


Warm breath touched upon his face, it brought with it a waft of fresh air and Matthew felt large hands upon 


him, he shot up from the couch, his head spinning and a faint feeling of nausea rising up in his stomach. 


"IFs okay, it's just me," Charles said softly, his concerned grey eyes looking quizzically into his brother's soft 


amber orbs as he steadied him. 


Matthew visibly shivered and realised shamefully that he was still fully aroused under the thin cotton 
tracksuit bottoms he wore slung low upon his slender hips. Charles smiled lopsidedly as his eyes slid over 


Matt's body and then pulled him into a hug. 
"I've missed you mein kleine Bruder," he whispered huskily. 


At first Matthew melted into Charles's strong arms, seemingly dragged back into the world he had been in a 
few minutes ago but then he realised that this was wrong, Charles was married to Ellen, he was not his alpha 


wolf lover. He pushed against his friend's chest and backed away, giving himself space to gather his thoughts. 


"| know what you're feeling Matt," Charles said, running his fingers gently over his brother's forearm "| was 
there too, | fell asleep in the tour bus on the way home, | woke up just before they dropped me off here but | 
wanted to stay in the forest with you Matty." 


"Why has it happened again now?" Matthew said in a small voice "Since I've been home | haven't had any of 


this." He waved his arms around agitatedly. 


"Perhaps because we were getting closer together? The link between us was strengthening the closer | got to 


you? | don't know Matty but | do know what | felt for you and those feelings were very real." 


Charles's voice was low and husky, a tone that he had never used before when talking to Matthew before, 
somehow the dynamic had changed, the parallel life they had been experiencing seemed to be merging with 
their every day life and Matthew couldn't let that happen, it wasn't right, even though it felt so good when he 


had been in Charles's arms. 
"Go home to Ellen Charles, she'll be wondering where you are. I'll see you next week in the studio." 


Matthew turned his back and walked away into the kitchen, putting an end to the conversation and waiting for 
the sound of the apartment door closing, when it finally did, he felt lost and empty. 


Chapter Five 


Once Charles had left Matthew's apartment the redhead thought he would shower and then get into bed for a 
while; it was nearing 5am but he thought he could maybe shut out what had happened for a few hours by 
sleeping, even though he wondered if sleeping would just take him back into the world he had come to think of 
as his true home. He had desperately wanted Charles to stay with him like it used to be when they had shared 
a small flat which effectively was just a kitchen and lounge combined and one bedroom. They were students 
then and they would pool their money to make ends meet. It was fun and they were carefree with no ties and 
no real responsibilities, now, everything seemed more complicated even though they loved what they did. They 
had obligations to their management, their record company and primarily to their fans to deliver and 


sometimes that weighed heavily on Matthew's artistic nature. 


Showering, Matthew took care of the hard-on which stubbornly insisted that he still wanted to be mounted by 


his alpha mate. It was a sad and lonely feeling and when the climax came, Matt sank back against the slick tiles 


from the shower to towel himself dry, a wave of exhaustion swept over him. He should have realised that he 
wasn't yet fully recovered from the fall even though he refused to think of himself as needing extra rest and 
recuperation. Tying his still damp and unruly hair in a pony tail at the nape of his neck, he sank into the 
mattress and within minutes he drifted into a deep sleep. 


Charles had showered when he arrived home too, greeted not by his wife but by their boisterous Retriever 


dog who insisted on giving his master a unique pre-shower wash in his own inimitable style. 
"Eewww, mundgeruch!" he groaned (dog breath) as he retreated into the bathroom. 


He didn't disturb Ellen, he'd peeked at her around the bedroom door and he had seen that she was fast asleep, 
oblivious to the kerfuffle that had gone on when Charles arrived and Rufus had greeted him with great gusto. 
Charles would let her sleep on, she was a special needs teacher and needed her beauty sleep if only to cope 
with the demands set upon her. She loved working with the children but it was quite a full on job. Instead 
Charles had pulled a fleecy blanket from the closet and bunched up the cushions on the couch, collapsing onto 
them with an audible sigh. His mind flicked to Matthew and the feel of his friend's taut body beneath his 
fingertips but he hastily quashed that train of thought before any fantasies took flight. Finally Charles relaxed 


back into the cushions, pulled the fleece blanket over his torso and before long sleep came to him. 


Surprisingly Matthew woke feeling relatively refreshed, as he prised open his eyes he realised he had slept 
fairly late into the morring judging by the light flooding the room. He stretched his body beneath the 
bedclothes and apart from a few twinges here and there, there was no real pain anywhere now which had to 


be a good sign. 


After gathering his thoughts together and making sure that he was properly awake, Matthew padded to the 
kitchen, searched the cupboard for the packet of ground coffee and set about plugging in the percolator. It was 
a while since he'd used it, he quite often opted for the quickness of instant coffee when he was at home but 


the aroma that filled the small area convinced him that he had gone for the right thing and encouraged him to 


make proper coffee more often. 


Gathering a mug from the rack, he poured the dark, rich, liquid into it then added a dash of milk from the 
bottle in the fridge. Whilst sipping from the mug, Matthew grabbed a couple of slices of bread and slotted 
them into the toaster. He didn't usually have much of an appetite in the mornings but as it was more like 
brunch now he decided toast would do the trick. He had just settled down on the couch to eat and drink when 
someone knocked on the door. Immediately his thoughts turned to Charles but he always knocked just once 
then used his key to enter so he knew it wasn't him. 


"Wart ma grad!"(wait a moment) Matthew called as he deposited the coffee and toast onto the little occasional 
table beside him and padded barefoot to the door. As he peered through the peephole he could see that it was 
Falk on the other side of the door, he reached for the key that hung on a hook beside the doorframe and 
inserted it into the lock, turning it swiftly. 


"Come in," Matthew said, greeting his friend and fellow bandmate with a quick hug. Falk reciprocated and gripped 
Matthew's shoulder concernedly. 


"Are you okay mein freund?" He asked, looking directly into Matthew's face. 


“Thanks, yes, I'm feeling much better, still a bit achy when | first get up and start moving but that's gradually 


going now." 
Matt turned and headed for the kitchen with Falk trailing behind him. 
"Coffee?" Matthew asked as he pointed to the percolator. 


"Oh yes please, " Falk replied "I'm still feeling a bit tired from the travelling, we didn't get home until the early 


hours." 


Matthew nodded but didn't admit that he knew already because of Charles's visit. Falk seemed a bit distracted, 
Matt thought, usually he was like an open book but at this moment he seemed to be looking inward rather 
than being his normal outgoing self. It was probably just because he was tired but it seemed more than that. 


Although it was a few years ago now, Falk and Matthew had shared a bed a few times, it had happened when 
Falk was on the rebound from a relationship that had gone horribly wrong, a girl that he'd been with for many 
years had cheated on him, not just once Falk had found out, in fact she had been caught making porn films 
with two of his best mates and uploading them to the Internet. 


Falk was understandably devastated, as far as he knew they had been making plans for the future together, 
even contemplating marriage and in the space of a few hours it had all fallen apart. He had come home sooner 


than expected from a gig, the band had been slotted into an earlier spot because of one of the other acts 


being stuck in traffic. The scenario still played out in his mind even now, Lena was handcuffed to their bed 


whilst two of his mates took it in turns to keep her well and truly satisfied. 


Matthew had been there for Falk in the few months it took for him to adjust to being single again. Matt 
welcomed him into his bed and made him feel wanted and loved again. He was warm and his hair was soft as it 
trailed over Falk's skin and he didn't care if it was another man he was pleasuring. Matthew was beautiful, 
loving and caring and thats all that mattered at that time. So Matt felt that he knew Falk fairly well and his 


whole bearing showed that he wasn't himself. 

"You asked me if | was okay, now I'll do the same, you seem distracted my friend’ 

Matthew handed Falk the mug of black coffee he had just poured and then led him back into the lounge, 
indicating for his friend to sit on the couch and moving his own mug and plate, with the remnants of the now 
cold toast aside, so that Falk had room to place the coffee on the table. 


| don't know is the true answer," Falk replied, resting his back against the bunched up cushions. 


Matthew cooked his head on one side quizzically and gestured with his hand for the organist to elaborate, a 


lock of his auburn hair had come adrift from the haphazard ponytail and now flopped over one eye. 


"For the last few nights I've been having weird dreams, at least | think they are dreams but to be honest they 


feel much more real than just dreams." Falk closed his eyes as if trying to recall what he had been seeing. 


"We are all there in those dreams, well, you and Charles weren't there to start with but now you have joined 
Attila, Roel and me. We seem to be running from something," he shook his head and ran his hands agitatedly 
through his dark hair "I think | know what it is we're running from but it won't let me grasp it, to bring it to 
the forefront of my mind, as though it's too horrific for me to contemplate." 


"Like family members being killed by evil hunters?" Matthew offered, speaking gently to his friend. 


Falk got up and paced around the room, Matthew watched but didn't approach him, realising that he needed to 
make sense of what he was going through in his own time, eventually Falk sat down again and took several long 
gulps from the coffee mug. 

"Would it help to know that Charlie and | are going through the same dream?" the guitarist said softly. 

Falk's head shot up and he stared into the deep depths of Matthew's amber eyes. 


"You are?" 


Matthew nodded. 


"It's been happening for quite some time now. | thought it was something unique to Charles and me, do you 


know if Attila and Roel are having the dreams, or whatever they are, too?" 


"No, | haven't mentioned it to anyone else. | thought | might be losing it," Falk laughed nervously "You were the 
only one | thought | could tell Matty, because of us being close in the past, you know?" He touched the 


redhead's arm tentatively. 


"| understand," Matthew said "But | think we should talk to Charles and if he's comfortable with it then we 
should broach the subject with Attila and Roel. If they have also been going through the same thing then it's 
something that we create between us, a force or energy that binds us all together and somehow enables a 


separate dimension to form." 


Falk look baffled by Matthew's explanation but then he was completely foxed by what he had been dreaming 
anyway so it had to good if they could all get together and talk it out. He didn't really believe in the theory 
that there could be another dimension but he didn't have a feasible answer as to what else it could be. 
Everyone had dreams but not ones that were shared by three and could even be five different people, it didn't 
make sense and these seemed so much more than just dreams. Everything was crystal clear like it would be if 


it were happening right now. 


As Falk still continued to wrestle with his thoughts, Matthew picked up his cell phone and dialled Charles's 
number, it took a few moments for his brother to answer and he sounded out of breath as though he'd been 


running. 


"Hey, its me, Falk is here and he's having dreams too, we need to talk to Attila and Roel, are you okay with 
that?" 


Falk didn't hear the reply but he saw Matthew nodded just once and took it that Charles was on-board with 
what they had planned. 


